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the bait for 

THREE-GUN 
TREACHERY 
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A PLEDGE 



TO PARENTS 



The Dell Trad-mark is, and always 
has been, a positive guarantee thai 
the comic magazine bearing it con- 
tains only clean anil wholesome. 
entertainment , The Dill code elimi- 
nates entirely, rather than regulates, 
objectionable material. That's why 
trhen your child buys a Dell Comic 
you ran lie sure it contains only good 

fun. "dell comics are good comics" 

is our only credo and constant goal. 
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ENCLOSE GIFT CARD TO READ FROM: 

Donor's Name , 

St. and No 

City Zone .... State. 



ROY ROGERS ^^-^^Tm^my 

TRIGGER 




Mia actuol peisom, living or dead, il inl 
CHANGES OF ADDRESS chould m 

your old and 



each ui live wrtlii in advance at In, mxi I 
address rncloting il panlbli your old addioi label. 

DELL. COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 




BY THE WAY, PE/VEff . . . WHO WAS 
THAT FELLOW YOU WERE TALK/N& 
TO SACK AT THE EKPRGSS OFFICE... 
THE ONE WITH WIS HAT PULLBP 
POWH OVBZ HIS EYt 




WHY 1 POW'T KNOW SOME SADDLE TifAMP 

WHO WANTgP 70 KNOW WHAT 

TIME IT WAS ... THAT'S ALL/ J f 0«Y 





$COA/.. 



I COULPN'T TAKE A CHANCE 
BACK THEPE ON ACCOJWT OP 
THE PASSENGERS, BUT NOW... 




SoOM, ON a Tfffi/L ^M 1 SM0ULP UAV£ MOWN... 

into rue MounTaitJS... ^m hbrs comes that 

BLA&TEP ROSBUSi 




WBLL, 6HBWFP— 
BEATS MB WHAT 
BOLTON PIP W/TW 
TW£ (PEST OP TO£ 

Mowey.' weve been 

01/6C TtJIS GROUND 
TUXEB TIMES NOW 

awp rusws 

HOT A 5/GM ' 




LOOK- - >ou'ce 

WASTING YOUR 

QO AWAY AND 

ME ALONE ' 



SHEffiPP, I'M 
ZBALLY 
STUMPEP.' 
WHAT COULD 
M£ HAVE PONE 
WITH THE 
MONEY? 




SEEMS TO .ME yOU'VE HAP TWE 

BEST (PEA SO PA2/ SOMEgOPY 7/ THE 

ELSE MUST SE /N ON IT { /{ DRIU£R. 

SOMEBODY COULP'VE PiOtEP 

UP THE MONEV BEPORE WE GOT 

OiJT THEI?E TO LOOK FOR IT! 



WHY DIPNT I THINK OF IT BEPORE? 
I 5AW THE PUIVER TALKING TO 
SOLTON 8EPO?E THE STAGE PULLBD 
OUT THIS MOANING.' TW£y COULV 
MAV£ BEEN PLANNING 
THE WHOLE THING! 




fearse war night, ., 




Keen on tub my 10 cspue c/rx. 



WHAT CO Y00 
THINK, SHERIFF? 
LOOKS 60ST OF 
SUSPICIOUS, 
VOBSH'T IT-Z 





JUST TAKE /T £ASX CLEM! WE'D LIKE 
TO flMU OUT WHAT YOLI KHOW ABOUT 
THAT HOLPUP 



©AC* IN iNDiaN WELl-S. 

SHERIFF, I TELL YOU I P'PN'T 
PO IT.' THE ONLY REASOW I 

ran was eecAUse w?u 

SUSPICIOUS OF ME ANP 
I p/PNT WAVE AN ALIBI 




WHAT ABOUT IT, BOLTON^ t W//H2 COM 1 
15 TW/5 y^JJ? FARTNEB"? J MAKE ME 




HE PIPH'T? THEAJ WHAT WfCE 
YOU TW TALKING ABOUT 
BEFORE THE SfASE TOOK OFF 
i Twig MOCNJNG? 




IT WAS ONLY A 7ZICK- 
TWROW SUSPICION ON t 
THOUGHT MAYBE THE POSSE'P 
SET 50 SUSY CWA67N<5 MM, I 
COULP MAKE MY GETAWAY/ 

BUT YOU FOULBP ME UF 1 / 





C3/V£> IH a LiTTLB VJUILB. 



5MEBICF, THIS SETS MOf?£ 

puzziiHs all the time: 
ruei?£ WAP TO BE 

SOMEONE ELSE (N 
ON IT.' THESE «40 
TO BE.' 



IT LOOK'S TO ME LIKE ^////// 
TMEiPE'S ONLV ONE WAV ■jfcL.l 
TO P/NPOUT.' __„^^E£T 

it's e/sxy-- ^|^^^^^^ 

CALL /T «WZV W 50 AMEAP.' 

(F you LIKE ^^, .=, m •* 

BOT LISTEN/ ^^m^ZZ\ 
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Hfl£ANWMiL£ 





THIS UOOPLUM V PON'T LISTEN To HIM, R06£l?5.' 
MUST HAVE SPOKEN \ VOU WANTEP TO KNOW WHO MV 
CUT OP JAIL.'-- J PAPTNEe WAS--WELL, THERE 
THEN H£ CAME 
IN H£BE TO.. 




Sam Radey entered the Whitville Caie' spoil- 
ing for trouble. He was a short, grizzled 
prospector, and his eyes blazed angrily. His 
gaze narrowed immediately on the huge, 
angular figure of Pete Larman, who was 
sitting at a (able. 

Sam sirode over to Pete and said, "I jusl 
came from the Claims Office!" 

The big man sneered at Sam and' asked 
in a mocking voice, "So what?" 

Sam replied angrily, "When I got into 
town last night, the Claims Office was closed. 
So I stopped in here on my way to the 
hotel, and next thing f knew I was talking 
my fool head off to you about my diggings! 
This morning, I went to the Claims Office, 
and the Government Assayer wouldn't let 
me file my claim! He said you got there 
before me and had already filed on the same 
claim!" Sam shouted suddenly, "You stole 
my claim!" 

Larman 's voice was cold and menancing. 
"You can't prove a thing!" 

"I'm not even going to try!" Sam snapped. 
"We'll just shoot it out right now!" 

For a long moment, the two men stared 
at each other. Suddenly, the icy silence was 
broken by heavy footsteps coming in through 
the swinging doors. 

Larman smiled. "Howdy, Sheriff!" 

To Sam's dismay, the gruif voice of the 
sheriff said, "I was just walking by, and it 
sounded too quiet in here! What's going on?" 

Pete Larman laughed. "This maverick was 
just fixing to draw on me!" 

The sheriff walked up to Sam and said, 
"We don't want any trouble around here! If 
you can't be law abiding, get out of town!" 

"All right. Sheriff!" Sam said angrily. "I'm 



leaving!" Sam turned to Pete Larman, **But 
as for you. Larman, I'm giving you fair win- 
ing. Stay away from my claim!" 

Larman laughed. "It's my claim, and I aim 
to work it just as soon as I get my supplies!" 

Sam turned on his heels and hurried out of 
the cafe' He knew that Larman' was right. 
Sam couldn't prove a thing. No one else 
knew about the claim. It was Sam's word 
against Larman 's. 

So Sam returned to his diggings. 

In the mountain side, high above the roar- 
ing, rushing creek, there was an ancient 
cave: As Sam climbed up to it, he felt nothing 
but haired (or Pete Larman, and he planned 
to wait in ambush. 

Early the next morriing, Pete Larman came 
upstream. Sam crouched inside the cave 
and gripped his rifle tightly, as Larman 
stopped at the sand bar. 

Squinting down his rifle barrel, Sam cen- 
tered the sight on the big man's back. 

"Now!" Sam whispered. "Now!" 

His finger was on the trigger, but ..... 

"I can't do it!" Sam cried to himself. "I 
can't do it! I can't shoot a man down like 
this — no matter what he's done!" 

Letting his rifle slip from his fingers, Sam 
stood up. Angry with himself, he walked 
back to the cave and kicked violently at the 
rocky entrance. 

A little trickle of dirt and stone fell away 
as the toe of his boot connected. 

Sam stared in. astonishment at the yellow 
glint where his toe had struck the earth. He 
dropped to his knees and clawed at the moun- 
tain side with his lingers. He studied it for 
a long time, and finally he was certain! 

It was a rich vein of gold! 

Grinning broadly, Sam noticed that the 
vein was directly in the path of a dried up 
stream. Through the years, the water from 
the melting snows had passed over the gold, 
carrying a few loose specks to the sand 
below. 

Sam looked down at Larman's broad back 
as the big man began working tediously, 
panning the sand at the edge of the creek. 

"Yes, sir" Sam thought, "I could sit here 
all week and watch that fool work! But 
tonight, when he's asleep, I'll mosey on back, 
to town and file a REAL claim!" 








&OOH CHAGLEY^ S0LTVE Tyep.' know what vou 
TOLD US LOTS OF5TOPIE5, M1EAW.' !T*5 PRETTY 
BLITTHI5TOPS'EM ALLi/HAEO TO BELIEVE, 

1. _. M . rf ALL Et&HT— LIKE 

^ I 1 ' \ V "^ H E* C ABOUT IT? 




■3sJ (!) 


A 01 




^^^^j? -^ 


■ipv^^p 





/WE SURE 1 ! YES-' TELL WELL, IT WAS ) WoT.K>A(ANYYEAESASO,ISvASCEOS5IN<STHE 
V WOULD.' /US.^HACLEY.'/LIL.e; THIS.'... / DESERT, WHEN ALL OFASUPPEN IT^TAKTED 
THUWDEEIN 1 AND LI&HTNIN'... 






WHEN I CAME. TO, MY LES WAS ACHING SO 
PAP I COULDN'T MOVE.' 4ND THERE WAS NO 
SIGN OF THE WAGON, 'CEPT FOR A D1SHPAN 

THAT HAD DPOPPED OFF... 




I KNEW AW LE<5 WAS SEOKEN! AND 
THEN TO TOP IT OFF, A HAILSTOJ?A\ 
CAME UP- PIECES OF ICE ALMOST AS 
t\& AS CHICKEN ES<SS BEGAN TD FALL. 



Those hailstones could've *nockep 
down a full.-g.eown sh&ep! somet- 
how x had to protect mv-self... 




SPULLED /MYSELFOveCTOTHEDISHPAN AND 
HELP IT OVER MY HEAD '. THE .SOUND OF THOSE 
HAILSTONES WAS LOUDER THAN THE BARK 
OFA FORTY-FIVE.' 




'8 KNEW IT WOULDN'T LAST LON£>, SO 

I STACTEP CATCH IN© WATER IN 
THE DlSHPAN- 




'XHIS WAS THE SMARTEST THINS % CCULD 
HAVE DONE 'CAUSE IT DIDN'T TAKE LONG- 
FOE THE SUN TO COME OUT AND MAKE 
THINSS PRETTY WARAA... 



■^S^lSSiE 



D TRIED CRAWLIN&t M0VIN6THE WATER 
AHEAD OF ME! THIS DIDN'T WOR* 
SO WELL! 




THE ONLY THINS LEFT WAS TO 
MAKE A SPLINT OF OLD DRIFTWOOD! 
THEWISTACTED WALKINC ,HOLD)NC- 
THE D15HPAN OF WATER WITH 
ONE HAND! 




'I MUST HAVE WALKEP Fc?J?A COLlPLEOFtWlS 
BEFORE Wf WtfTEi? KAN OUT.' I AWNASEE* 
TO SET Up TO A SMALL RISE, AND LOOKED 
ACPOS-S THE PLAINS... 



$&Y HEART JUMPED UPIN -HYTHFOATi 
OFF IN. THE DISTANCE,! COULD SEE 
TWO BIPER5! X TElED YELLING AT 
THEM, BUT (T WAS NO USE t 




l3u-1?0Qfl>^H0^ 



com KoqoK4- n<m«> 1 

THt ROUNDUP 




GSANPFATH5R SAID WE OMJt-P SO 
W/TW HIM TOPAy WHEN TWEV J3JUN.P 
UP TWg CATTLE IN SRUSWy 
CANKW ' 





WOLP IT, LITTLE ONE .' PONT i?/PE INTO 
THE BPUSU.' IT IS TOO £ASy TO <5£T 

LOST TOO M4UP TO SEE.' THE MEN WILL 

eeiN&THE CATTL£ GWN TC US.' WE WILL 





CGrfLE DOWN MTV n/S O.E4PWG... 




fyjT JUST THEN /N THE CRNYON 

LOOK OUT'. LOOK OUT BELOW 
WILD MOSSES £TAMP£P(NS INTO 




Just as t^b wilp uoesBS a#/?iv£. swmf£&ng 




Thissbb is tixEapy 

ON HIS F£E% fiS TVS 

noose tf&ep ryuNDses 
/tiff? -m£ a&r&m. 





The Plains Indian waa probably history's most expert bareback rider. He 
seldom rode with saddle, bridle, or bit, yet he was a skilled saddle maker. 
His saddles, constructed without metal tools or parts, were light, tough, 
and comfortable for the Indian's horse. 

The frame or saddle tree was made of elm, carefully shaved and rasped 
to shape. Joints were fitted to perfection with a strong glue made of 
buffalo hide and hoofs. Then wet rawhide was applied to the whole saddle 
...when the rawhide dried, it shrunk tight, binding the saddle with an 
iron grip into a strong unit. Lastly, the clever Indian shaped stirrups from 
willow covered with rawhide, threw a Buffalo skin over the saddle for 
comfort, and off he rode — a picture of speed and grace! 

DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 




A stranger who carried two guns was always looked upon 
with suspicion in the old West, even in the booming gold 
camps where gunfire got to be a habit. Old-timers always 
said that the two-gun man was "dressed to kill !" 




The biggest advantage to packing two guns 
was the show of strength they presented, 
particularly for a lone man forced to face 
an angry, gun-toting crowd. 



Just the same, most men were uncomfort- 
able around a two-gun man, for no one 
could be sure that he was not one of the rare 
men who could efficiently handle both guns. 




For, contrary to belief, the man who could 
accurately fire a gun with either hand was 
extremely rare . . . and very few men were 
qualified to carry a gun on each hip. 



And this worked both ways ! Among stran- 
gers, the two-gun man had to move care- 
fully, lest an innocent gesture be misunder- 
stood by a trigger-happy one-gun man ! 



* #^ LOOK AT M£- 

UW£# " S?" /-fife THM f DIMENSION COIOR PKTUKS 

No wonder Donald is excited! He's in a hrand-new V^ Vfl C W£^^ ** *** 

View-Master picture story... his very first adventure in " — ^9 ^^^ 9" *V 

"come to life" three dimension pictures! Hi* nephews and »\ \ ^T ^J Jf ' 

Uncle Scrooge are in the story, too... and they all look W r -^f- 

so real, it's khnoM like bong there yourself. Get your tfl^ft ^a^. lo^r » •£ J 

View-n*w-Ma.)onald Duck Packet now... show it to the V >*" v ff ^f^uTw^b'^La 

Sang liang will. Viewer, >r Projector. Kvery !><«(>• will want to 4KV' /V ^*^ F ^ 

get inori ii\ftf>well neu' kind of picture fun with Donald Duck! ^■^■■■■■IWIIiMBBBplllWMH 

DONALD DUCK PACKET. .J1.25 SS5SS* =;: S 

Contains three View-M aster picture Reelx-21 pictures-and story folder 

mm**** '* 

Uffl&l GET 
rW MASTER -"' ,flkB '* to »""• VWM " t " , '^ l " i ' h "'- f *" ri " 

4 tf'fe"* "„r nrrf vi.w-mn.t.r Dooior. HI THIS WONDtMUL NEW UMWA 

\ ft ' Al DlPTURk Httt, He'll B'v» you your fr.e FR0M TH( MA |( [R j of VIEW-MASTER ! 

/ ^■/-ji^^I ^\ ^-\ r "*-' * View-Moitor 3 Dimen- , '^ 

%- """l^ ^* 

'*• | VIEW-MASTER FREE HEEL CERTIFICATE w, , ou , _„ ,no ,«,„„„ 

f " 1 : | To the Dealer: This certificata entitles the undersigned to his FREE ™TS "»'™"ih fti"*^ 

-*■ ■ I SPECIAL .eel with 7 eiciting three-dimension pictures. «.w™™«ro tnk«lt<«hp.ci u .,i. . 

«»"""-: mS9^ 

I "ome_ _ Age Nomad 127, $4. 95 ^^""^ 

CUT OUT THIS COUPON | Address . Nomad MO, M.95 Flash, $3.30 

MKF IT TO rOW DHUR I ray Um „s.ate_ _| 







